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with the watchful care of the practised hunter and
found him standing like a beast at bay near the
entrance of his forest home. His hatred of the
brothers was still unquenched and shone with a
fierce light from eyes which had become so accus-
tomed to bloodshed and slaughter that they seemed
like those of a wild beast. " Let the gods be witness/'
he cried when he saw the brothers before him,
" that from boyhood to manhood I have hated all of
you with unchanging scorn. Now we meet for the
last time and I will fight you all."

" Nay/' said Bhima, " it is right and wise that
you should die, but you shall die like a prince in just
and fair battle with one of us. I alone will fight you,
though my task is unwelcome to me and partakes
more of the nature of judgment than of the manly
battle dear to a true warrior's heart." In a moment
the two closed in conflict, each wielding a ponderous
mace. For a long time the strife continued, for the
two princes were well matched, but at last by a heavy
stroke Bhima brought the angry Duryodhan down
to earth. There he lay in a swoon of death while
the brothers left him quickly, for a messenger had
arrived to say that Aswa-thaman, the son of Drona,
had treacherously slain many of the Pandav princes
as they slept peacefully in their tents. As soon as
they were gone Duryodhan recovered consciousness
to find Aswa-thaman standing near him with the
light of evil conquest in his eye. In a few low words
he told his dying master how he had served the Pandav
chieftains. The eyes of Duryodhan gleamed with